eyes, perhaps he may even have recognised Helene's face
that was bent so close over him.
" Yes. Live," he said suddenly. He said it quite loudly,
clearly and distinctly, not a single consonant was missing.
Then the exertion was over, and even the hand slept,
whilst the high, blue veins ebbed in the transparent
yellow of the flesh.
Later on the sister returned with the assistant, and
the oxygen cylinder. But bookseller Kranich needed it
no longer.
Tintin's world began at the house and ended at the
garden wall. Everything that lay between those bound-
aries—grass, flower-bed, tree, animal, fountain or colour,
was remote and immensely large. For instance, the four
steps that led from the entrance door into the garden,
which one negotiated by letting oneself down backwards
to an accompaniment of grunts, were something of im-
measurable height. Later on, when one was four or five
years old, they shrank somewhat, and in the end one
could jump them in two bounds. But the acacia which
grew in front of the laboratory window remained as high
as ever and continued to thrust its tip into the middle of
the sky. And Herr Fabian's boots lost none of their awe-
inspiring appearance, whether Herr Fabian was digging
in the garden or doling out beetroot to the guinea-pigs
in the cellar or tidying up secret and exciting things in
the laboratories. That the Professor often shouted after
Fabian " Fabian, -you are a blockhead I " did not affect
one atom the affectionate respect in which Tintin held
this factotum. Herr Fabian had everything: he had
apples, cotton, pkythings and all kinds of tools. He had
an old microscope which one was allowed to look through
at any time, and not only—as was the case with the others
—on exceptional and very special occasions. He had a
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